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Creation 


Author's Notes: 
this is my first (albeit shitty) AU where James is a robot cus you know what? i have way too much fuckin 
time on my hands buddy lmao 


James' eyes opened much like those of a camera's, opening and closing and making the sound of its shutter. His 
pupil-less eyes looked at the ceiling and directly below his line of sight, he saw a man leaned over him. He felt 
a pain in his throat, then his head began to roll gently from side to side. 


The man in question had dark, kinky hair and coal eyes behind faintly dusted glasses. His eyebrows were 
furrowed and his tan cheeks began to grow red with frustration After a few minutes of blanketed silence 
(save for the noises of metal poles being dragged across the floor) and the faint noises of sculpting tools being 
scraped against James’ neck, the man yelled loudly and dropped the tools on the desk next to James’ head. 


"Could you stop being so loud?" James asked of the man. His request was immediately met with a loud scream. 


He couldn't help but cringe in pain when his ears started ringing. "Seriously, stop being so loud!" He asked again. 


He stuttered in disbelief for a few seconds, stumbling over his words clumsily. "l..Lars!" He yelled, running to 
find his friend in the other room. While James’ head sat and stared at the ceiling, he took the time to inspect 
a few of the posters and flags above him. 


One was a Diamond Head poster, the other was a Deep Purple flag, and right underneath it was a White Zombie 
poster. The patter of bare feet across the vinyl and carpet flooring alerted him to their approach. 


"| don't know, he just started fucking speaking! How blunt do | have to fucking put it for you?!" The dark-eyed 


man said. The other man in question, Lars, looked panicked and rushed as he rounded the corner of the room. 


"Well, he definitely isn't speaking right now, is he? God dammit, Kirk, you can't keep doing this whenever you 
hear someone in the hallway." Lars said with displeasure evident in his voice, mere minutes after he was 


dragged into the room. The other man, Kirk, James assumed, argued back and forth with Lars. 


When the altercation began to get deafening, James howled an outlandish shriek to silence the two. "Stop 
fucking yelling! What is wrong with you two, are you an old married couple or something?" He complained Both 


voices stopped as soon as he yelled 


"Holy shit." Lars muttered. "Why are you talking? We haven't even gotten David to solder you to the main 
power frame of your body.." James saw him approach at the bottom of his vision, and he was sat upright on 


his neck. 


"Virgil and Ray put a separate power system up here so I'd be able to work without my body. l'm not useful, 
but I'm not exactly useless either." James explained. He was able to see the two of them clearer now that he 


was facing them. 


Kirk was the student working on him, sculpting his face with the tools. His hair was tied back and the holes in 
his Misfits shirt were being made wider by his nervous thumbs. His hands were brought up and he rubbed his 


eyes with exasperation 


Lars was the other student Kirk had left to get. His tawny hair had a part in the center of his bangs while the 
rest of it was pushed behind his shoulders. Jade eyes with large pupils inspected James, while the other pair 


of coal ones wandered in shock. 


"He speaks so naturally..How do you think they were able to do this?" Kirk asked, brushing the wispy hair away 


from James' eyes. James furrowed his brows, and Kirk backed off. 


Lars had already reached for the landline on the desk next to the disembodied head and began to dial. "What's 


your dad's number again?" Lars asked, looking at Kirk with the phone between his shoulder and ear. 


Kirk and James were silent as they listened to the conversation that took place over the phone. James cringed 
at the name Lars used for him over the phone, "Animus 8363" but said nothing until the phone was returned 


to the base nearly thirty minutes later. 


"Please don't tell me you guys are still using that name.." He asked, preparing to sigh deeply. Relief came over 


him when they shook their heads and waited for what they were going to say. 


"We plan on being able to bring you out in public without people knowing what you are. We've started calling 
you James since dad told me thats what Virgil wanted to call you. James Hetfield" Kirk said, picking him up by 
the neck and taking him to his body. 


"Yeah, and we're almost done with you, Too. We just need to get Dave to connect the wiring in your head to 
your body." Lars said with excitement. His smile dropped quickly when he remembered what Dave had 


unofficially dubbed the automaton. 


"Are you gonna be alright with being called Psychotron by Dave?" He asked. When James rolled his eyes, Kirk 
couldn't help but snort which brought Lars to nudge him in the shoulder roughly. 


The door was tossed open only to reveal Dave in what egotistical glory he had left within him. In one hand, a 
large coffee from a local cafe. In the other, his bottle of Adderall. “Alright, boys, let's do this." He said, eyes 
bleak but face happy. 


Lars picked James’ head up and tossed it to the unsuspecting man, almost knocking the coffee out of his hand 
in the process. Within a few short seconds, he had already put down the coffee and stuffed the pill bottle into 
his pocket. 


Roughly, James landed in Dave's hands. He grinned white-glazed clay teeth at the redhead before him which 
made him yell in sudden fear. "Why the Hell can this thing smile? | thought you needed me to connect his 


wires!" He said, voice booming into a whine towards his friends. 


"| don't understand you guys, y'know that?" James simply said, eyes jittering around to find Lars and Kirk. The 
emotion in his face immediately interested Dave. When he began to poke around at his head, he grunted and 


began to complain again. 


"l'm sorry, but how did you make his skin? It feels so real..and dear lord, the mechanics! This is amazing! Who 
built him, or at least helped build him?" Dave said, amber eyes lighting up with interest. 


"Dad, Dennis, Ray and their other friend Virgil all made him together as a final project for their engineering 
class," Lars started to explain, "and since Dad doesn't really work with all that mechanical shit anymore, we 
just had Ray and Dennis help." He told Dave, walking closer to take James's head back from his friend. The back 


of James' long, curly blond hair began to tangle while in Dave's hands. 


While Lars began to walk away, detangling the hair as he did, Dave followed behind and looked over his shoulder. 
"Who's Virgil then? The guy who just up and said, ‘Let's make a fuckin’ robot! ‘er somethin?" Dave asked, 


Curious. 


"Essentially, yeah," Kirk said with a smirk on his face. "Pretty much thought of the design, name, and idea for 
James here. They used to call him Animus 8363 since August 3rd, 1963 was when they finally finished him, but 


James hates the name, so now we just.Call him James. His full name's James Hetfield" 


Dave's eyebrow raised. "But why James Hetfield? That's..pretty specific, in my opinion” He mumbled, looking off 


to the side as he spoke to avoid confrontation via eye contact. 


"Virgil wanted a son named James and his last name was Hetfield. That's pretty easy to understand if you ask 
me," Lars said. Kirk was able to see the irritation within his expression. James only groaned again. 


"If you're gonna explain this, can /at least do it while you guys are connecting me to my body?" He grumbled. 
After his request, Dave snatched him from his perch in Lars' hands and began to walk to the sculpting station 


Lars usually had set up, rounding the corner into their studio. 


"Oh damn, | got a nice body!" James said excitedly when he saw the form Lars had begun to sculpt on the 
metal exoskeleton his father had made. Kirk and Lars exchanged glances before he leaned in to whisper 


something into his ear. 


"Looks like someone has some ideas for him once he's finished" Kirk teased with a sneer. Lars only slapped him 


in the chest before Dave handed James' head to Lars and proceeded towards the skeleton 


Upon peering inside, he noticed that the exoskeleton was hollow and filled with a mess of wires of different 
lengths and colors. Reaching in, he grabbed two plugs and directed Lars to come towards him with the head. 


Plugging the switches into their counterparts coming out of James' neck made the hollow body spring to life. 
Once James’ head had been secured onto the body with silicone and stitches, he began to stretch his neck and 


body. "God damn, | haven't used this body in ages." He chuckled. 


Dave and Kirk simultaneously cringed at the metal squealing as each plate slid against each other, the rust 
falling off in flakes from the crevasses of the skeleton Lars approached the automaton and reached out, 


pulling his arm towards him to begin to remove more of the rust. 


"So what, are we just done like that?" Dave said, becoming obviously bummed out to the students before him. 
He sighed deeply, falling onto the stool behind the skeleton with a slump in his back. "That fuckin’ blows, man" 


He crossed his arms, looking down. 


Kirk couldn't help but groan an exasperated groan. "Look, bud, sorry you couldn't get hopped up on your 
Adderall again to fix him up. If anything, just start to get the rust off of him. It's late and I'm going to bed" He 


grumbled with impatience. 


"Yeah, | think I'm gonna head in as well. If you do wanna stay up a bit late, just.What Kirk said" Lars said, 
reaching behind James and grabbing the remote Kirk's father had made for the operating system. 


As Lars pressed one of the buttons on the remote, James’ skeleton slumped over, turned off for the night. 


"Wait, you're just gonna leave me in here?" Dave asked, eyes filled with worry. "You can't do that!" 


The kinky-haired man rolled his eyes. "Yeah. Whatever. Bye." He mumbled, flicking off the lights as he left the 
room with Lars close behind him. The only light that illuminated Dave's workspace was the flickering and old 


desk lamp on the workbench behind him. 


His amber eyes wandered to the skeleton only to see the arm closest to him begin to gently twitch. Before he 
knew it, he was dazed and on the ground, glasses broken beside him and cheek bright red and beginning to 
bruise. While the workbench's light got dimmer and dimmer as he began to fall unconscious from the hard 
impact of the automaton's hand against his face, he heard a low chuckle from just beyond the lights reaching 
spotlight. 


The last thing he saw from the edge of the spotlight was the shine of two lenses staring at him, a sneer, and 
a mop of curly brown hair coming down on one half of the person's face. The person, while they were leaving, 
tossed the remote to the side. When the desk lamp's light flickered out, so did Dave's unsteady consciousness. 


